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Those who noticed him, and they were many, were
alarmed at the expression on his face. At 2.45 he
looked so miserable that Old Joke went back a point
in the odds. The merchant had, in fact, been inclined
not to come at all, and except that a certain pride and
a disinclination to run away when beaten, together
with the knowledge that his wife had a new lavender
frock she wanted to exhibit, had held him, the Singa-
pore Derby would have been without his presence for
the first time in twenty-five years. But witnessing
the race was all he felt equal to, and he had left the
care of Sambal to Kelly, with Alec Nixon as his repre-
sentative.
At ten minutes to three, the white-haired, monocled
Race Gub Secretary, on that day a more important
man that the Governor himself, came along, shook
hands, and paid Mrs Templeton's frock a delicate
compliment Mr Templeton grew more cheerful* At
five minutes to three, Mrs Nixon unobtrusively took
her seat The bell rang for the course to be cleared
for the race of the day.
"How is Sambal?" asked Mrs Nixon.
The merchant shook his head.
" She won't do any good/' he replied. " I saw her
at exercise a couple of days ago. She wasn't moving
at all welL"
" I've backed her for a place/* said Mrs Nixon,
" You'll lose your money, I'm afraid.'*
"You deserve to, I think/' said Mrs Templeton.
"You're plunging/'
"With my neuralgia anyone would plunge/' said
Mrs Nixon, calmly. " It makes me, as I told you, into